Приложение 1

Сонеты В. Шекспира и Дж. Байрона
G.G. BYRON.
EPISLE TO AUGUSTA.

1.

My Sister! My sweet Sister! If a name 

Dearer and purer were, it should be thine. 

Mountains and seas divide us, but I claim 

No tears, but tenderness to answer mine: 

Go where I will, to me thou art the same -

A loved regret which I would not resign. 

There yet are two things in my destiny, -

A world to roam through, and a home with thee. 

2.
The first were nothing - had I still the last, 

It were the haven of my happiness; 

But other claims and other ties thou hast, 

And mine is not the wish to make them less.
A strange doom is thy father's son, and past 

Recalling, as it lies beyond redress; 

Reserved for him our grandsire's fate of yore, -

He had no rest at sea, nor I on shore.

G.G. BYRON

ONE STRUGGLE MORE, AND I AM FREE

1.
One struggle more, and I am free 

From pangs that rend my heart in twain; 

One last long sigh to Love and thee, 

Then back to busy life again. 

It suits me well to mingle now 

With things that never pleased before: 

Though every joy is fled bellow, 

What future grief can touch me more?
2.
Then bring me wine, the banquet bring;
Man was not formed to live alone:
I'll be that light unmeaning thing
That smiles with all, and weeps with none.
It was not thus in days more dear,
It never would have been, but thou,
Hast fled, and left me lonely here;
Thou'rt nothing, - all are nothing now.

SONNET 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove. 

O no, it is an ever-fixed mark,

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error, and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
 SONNET 65

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,
But sad mortality o'ersways their power, 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower?
0, how shall summer's honey breath hold out 

Against the wrackful siege, of battering days,
When rocks impregnable are not so stout, 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?
О fearful meditation! Where, alack, 

Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hid? 

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back?
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid? 

O none, unless this miracle have might, 

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.
